Fragariaphobia 


You had a cute voice, and you spoke to me. 
That really was all it took, 

For me to act far too eagerly with you, 
Which led to a humiliating rejection. 


And that seems pretty fair, so that should be it, right? 
But then why can | just not be done with this? 
Why can’t | just put this all behind me? 


So we dive yet again. 

| think, there was something you kept hidden, 
Splinters within your cheerful image, 

Cracks beneath your sweet smile. 


And so, | looked at you to find despair. 

To protect, comfort and die for, 

For that would give me purpose in a meaningless world. 

But all | found was a light that outshone me in every significant way. 


You diligently put in work, 

You performed with soul and splendour, 

You broke through walls | could not overcome, 
And left me feeling very foolish indeed. 


But that’s not just it. 

There's the regret that plagues my mind, 

For my hasty action which ruined any chance, 

To feel the pleasure | felt in your company once more. 


There’s the guilt crushing my heart. 

For making someone | like as much as you uncomfortable, 
With my many actions | took since that horrible day , 

to recover our shattered relationship. 


And of course, the fact that your really cute, 
And | see you now and then, especially with that one guy, 
Doesn’t make me feel any better. 


But that’s just life isn’t it, 
Your mistakes hurt, and nothing seems to really go your way, 
While everyone rightfully tells you how lucky you are. 


Still, you just have to keep going, head held high, 
And finding a cheap way to find meaning in your life, 
Like saving someone you decide is in despair, 

Will have to wait until another day. 


